Ue. are God, little 
Chi ldren. 
Greater is He that ising 
be that isin thes 
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Sic Smile-Gps Purchases A Walentine 


TiwoLe WiNKs 


Sir Smile-Ups walked into a shop where valentines were 
made, 

Said he, “I want your prettiest one of very finest grade. 

Upon it work a motto of Love and Health and Joy. 

I want to send it to a friend, a darling little boy. 

Throw in a few bright butterflies to make it fly away, 

And have it tell a tale of love on every gladsome day. 


Some golden fringe and tassels will make it look quite fine, 

And, write my name within it, upon a golden line. 

Have Joy stand out exultant with cheerful hands and feet, 

And Love throw kisses everywhere to make young Joy 
complete. 

And, Health must wear a costume, of green like growiig 
things, 

Now, such a valentine as that most surely sings and sings. 


That little boy will rise up then from off his little bed, 

And shout with glee and cry, ‘Ha, ha, I’m happy, healthy 
Ned. 

I know no longer sickness that held me there in pain, 

I’m now the happiest little boy, for I am well again. 

Hurrah for dear old Smile-Ups, with his valentine of Joy, 

That was a glorious message for any little boy. 


| 
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THE LITTLE SILVER SPOON 
Lucy C. KELLERHOUSE 


N MY early days I lay in a jeweler’s showcase, 
where a number of us were prettily displayed. 
Each had a marked individuality; but although 
small, none was finer adorned than myself. 
Alas, my beauty is dimmed now with the years, 
and marred from contact with the great world 
and the Baby’s little white teeth. 

On the front of my handle I bear a conven- 
tional design, with an open flower below. On my back is 
a simple cluster of forget-me-nots. On my side is the name 
“Sterling.” I think that “‘Sterling’’ is a very pretty name 
for a little silver spoon, don’t you? 

As I lay in the jeweler’s showcase, people would stop 
and admire me. Sometimes I was lifted out, and priced. 
This was mortifying, especially when I was not bought. 

But one day someone took a great fancy to me, and I 
was not replaced in the showcase. I wondered what was to 
be my fate out in the wide world; who was to own me, for 
what use was I intended? 

Before I left the jeweler’s store, something quite har- 
rowing happened to me. I had read, in a newspaper left 
lying on my showcase, about people being vaccinated. It 
must be quite painful. I know I winced under my oper- 
ation, whatever it was; but when it was all over, I knew 
that I had not been vaccinated. No, the word “‘Lyle’”’ had 
been engraved upon my handle. This was a great addition 
to my beauty, and my pride increased. 

I was then placed amid fleecy cotton in a little white 
box, and carried away, I knew not wither, for I could not 
see. For some time I was kept in the dark; then one morn- 
ing I was taken from the box and laid on a table, beside a 
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little pink and white plate with a gold vine around it. There 
were other things around the little pink plate—a red rubber 
ball and a doll in blue gauze (I know she felt very fine, 
though her elegant appearance was of short duration; such is 
the reward of vanity). There was a round white cake, 
too, with tiny pink candies around the edge and forming a 
“2” in the center. I did not then know what this “2” 
meant, though I found out later. There was also a very 
small gold ring, so small, that it seemed very insignificant 
beside me. It looked as if it might be intended for the doll. 
Yet it was gold, so they made more fuss over it than over 
me. ‘They said it was “‘cute.”” I wonder what that means. 
I could not find it in the old Webster’s Dictionary, when the 
Baby punched holes through the leaves with my handle. 

For a while we all lay quiet around the pink plate. 
Then the Baby was brought in. She was soft and round 
like the ball, all pink and white and gold like the plate, and 
far prettier than the doll. I heard her laugh, and saw her 
run and snatch up the doll. She did not notice me, even 
when lifted to her chair. She picked up the cheap red 
rubber ball, and dug her delighted little fingers into it. 

They loosed her hold of that common red rubber ball 
to put the ring upon her finger, where it felt vainer than 
ever. It staid there until the day that she lost it. They 
were all very sorry when that happened, and searched for 
it everywhere. I heard all about it, for they made that in- . 
significant little ring the subject of their conversation at the 
table. I felt like laughing. I knew where the ring was; it 
was in the garden under the rosebush. The Baby had lost 
it when we had our doll’s tea-party in the garden. (I say 
“twe,” because I was considered quite important.) She had 
taken infinite pains to secure my presence, having climbed 
upon a chair to the sideboard, to find and rescue me from the 
ignominious position among those that were only Rogers’ 
triple-plated. The Baby, to honor her foolish doll, had 
taken off her ring and tried to force it upon that lady’s 
finger; but the doll’s fingers being miserably fastened to- 
gether, she had contently hung the ring on the stubby thumb. 

That is how the ring was lost. I suppose it still lies 
under the rosebush. 

As I lay near the pink plate that eventful first morn- 
ing, my indignation increased, and I know that I looked 
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stiff. But presently a little hand clasped me. I wondered 
what was to happen next. She did not give me long to find 
out. She thrust me head down, into some soft milky stuff; 
then I was lifted, my bow] full of this, to her face. 

I have seen a red flower open in the warm sunlight, 
and that is how her mouth opened—and my bowl was en- 
gulfed. I expected to disappear altogether. But she slipped 
me from her mouth, which was all soft and wet and warm 
like a rose with the summer rain on it; and back I went into 
the porridge. This operation was repeated many times. I 
got used to it in time. We can get used to almost anything. 

Yet, though the Baby’s mouth was soft and sweet, 
there were little sharp teeth in it. I soon discovered this. 
I now bear their mark on my delicate face. 

I suppose this made me angry, for when she held me 
up and tried to see herself in my polished surface, I dis- 
torted her pretty face, turning it upside down. She laughed 
gleefully. She turned me around and looked at herself on 
my back, laughing immoderately. 

en she became weary of all this, to my unutterable 
disgust I was offered to the doll’s painted mouth. “Oh, 
don’t you spoil your pretty doll,” I heard some one say. 
No one thought of me. 

At last she was lifted from the table. She carried 
away the doll and the ball, and wore the ring. She had 
Ne the cake, so only I was left there beside the little pink 
plate. 

Soon, however, I was picked and laid into a pan with 
some dishes and a number of plated spoons and forks and 
knives, and hot water poured over us all. I was taken out, 
dried with a towel, and put into a glass with my ordinary 
neighbors. This was a great indignity. To my. dismay, | 
was treated thus after every meal. 

Well, I was young then, and vain, and of small prac- 
tical experience. Now, I would give worlds to be back in 
that holder, among those common spoons, if every morning, 
noon and night, I might be taken out and set beside the little 
pink plate. It is hard to lie here forgotten, old and battered 
and dull; though sometimes some one opens the drawer, and 
catching sight of me, cries, ““Oh, this is the spoon that saved 
the Baby!” 

This was all very well, though she should have treated 
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me better. She had a bad habit, when my work was over, — 
of beating me upon the table, which always gave me an 
ache. I sincerely wish that she had had finer manners. 
You see I have notions about things and altogether am a 
very polished little spoon. 

Once—I am ashamed to tell it—the Baby grew angry. 
I think that there was not enough sugar on her oatmeal—a 
very foolish cause to make a young lady angry. She 
reached to the sugar bow! with me (thus making me a part- 
ner to her fault, though only a silent partner). Someone 
pulled the sugar bowl away. Then she threw me—dear, 
how I struck against the buttons on her mother’s dress! 
How glad I was when her hand was slapped! They laid 
me away, and I was not put beside the pink plate for three 
whole days. She laughed to see me there again, and ever 
after that, treated me better. At least, she respected me 
too-much to ever throw me at her mother again. 

One day I had my picture taken. It is true that I was 
held in the Baby’s hand, and did not show so very well; but 
everyone that saw the picture cried, “Oh, isn’t that sweet!”’ 

About this time something terrible happened to me. 
The Baby took me ‘into the garden to make mud pies. I 
presume that she thought it quite suitable for my silver self 
to scrape the dirt into a pile, ladle out water upon it, stir 
that obnoxious mud, and lift it out upon a board to dry in 
the sun. She laughed, as if it were fun. 

The Baby was ever fickle. A blue and gold butterfly 
floated into the garden. Forgetting me, she left me lying 
in the mud, and fled, laughing, after the airy insect. 

I felt myself sinking. Did you ever feel yourself 
sinking away, way down, deep into the mud, until it closed 
up over your head? I wished I could cry out, but I had no 
voice. At last the mud quite closed up over me, and I lay 
there in the damp darkness. 

Days passed—no, nights passed—all was night to me. 
The mud had dried and hardened about me, and over all 
the dead leaves fell. I could hear their rustling whispers in 
the dark. It must have been weeks afterward that some- 
thing, heavy and hard, hit my delicate side. There was a 
sharp sound—that was my cry. The mark of my wound 
I bear to this day. 


In another moment I was lifted on a spade out of 
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Ignomy into daylight. The brown chrysalis of the en- 
crusting earth was knocked from my slender form, and I 
was borne triumphantly into the house. They gathered 
about me. I felt very important. It was worth it all. 
Then the Baby came running in, and cried out when she 
saw me. However, they would not let her have me—no, 
not just yet, although I could hear her sob. They bathed 
me, and laid me away. I was very glad when again I was 
laid beside the little pink plate. 

But one day I was left in the holder with the common 
spoons. I wondered why. I listened attentively, but’no one 
seemed to be saying anything at the table. The Baby was 
not there. 

It went on thus. for sometime. I fidgeted in the 
holder, still the Baby did not come. 

Then one day I heard someone say, ““Perhaps she will 
take it from her little silver spoon.” 

And so they took me to her. 

The Baby lay in her little crib, and her face was like 
a flushed flower on the pillow. Some one was offering her 
something dark and unpleasant smelling in one of the com- 
mon spoons, but she pushed it away, not roughly, but with a 
sort of helpless little motion of her petal-white hand. Some- 
one else, at the other side of the crib, offered her water in a 
* glass; but she did not even look, just turned away her wee 

face in a tired way. Then I knew why I had come—to 
minister unto her. ‘ 
. A hand, a very kind, strong hand took me. Oh, how 
I shrank from the thought of that dark, obnoxious stuff being 
poured into my silver bowl! But no, I was dipped into the 
= cold water, while a voice said, “‘I think this is all she 
needs. 

In the hand that held me, I trembled a little, so that 
some of the water spilled; but the Baby opened her blue 
eyes, saw me, and reached out. The flower-mouth went 
open—but the flower was parched and burning, like one that 
the sun had pitilessly withered. I gave her the crystal 
water; she smiled, and lisped for more. 

At last she fell soundly asleep, and they whispered, 
“*She is better, she is dreaming happy dreams.” 

Her little hand clasped me close, and so I alone went 


with her into the beautiful realm of a Baby’s dream. 
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GOD IS LOVE 


Little Barbara, who gives no other name, says her eyes are ever 
so much better and that she can read and write without her glasses. 
She also sends a little verse of which she says, “Here is a little poem 
I made up myself. 1 thought you might like it. I call it, “God is 
Love.’” 


Slow sinks the sun behind the purple hills, 
The brooklets murmur softly with the rills, 
1 , ‘ The bird’s low song the twilight thrills, 
The Joy of heaven all Nature fills, 
God is Love. 


The night lets down her veil of peace, 
The tumults of the tired world cease, 
The voice of gentleness comes instead, 
Saying softly, it is said— 

od is Love. 


The colors of dawn are in the sky, 

The waking breeze comes laughing by, 

The East is flushed with crimson light, 

Glad herald of: the sun so bright, 
God is Love. 


The morn is here, and its glad beams 
Shine over meadows, hills and streams. 
The flowers spring from out the grass; 
They smile upon us as we pass, 
God is Love. 
—BARBARA. 


PEARL’S MESSAGE 


Do you know that your whole body is made up of tiny 
little cells, so small you cannot see any of them? Well, a 
thought lives in each little cell. Every thought you think 
goes down into all the cells in you and lives in them. 
Then if you think bright, happy, sunshiny thoughts, 
they go down into the cells and make you bright and happy, 
just like so many beautiful, glad ‘‘joys” all over you. So ‘ 
be very careful and think only the glad kind of thoughts, and 
you will be happy and beautiful.—Pearl. 
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CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


| acitinad radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


OW TIME fly!’ Here it is the second 
oe i meeting in this new year. To think that very 
soon the flowers will be blooming, and we shall 

be nearing vacation! This is the Valentine 

meeting. Of course you all know that Saint 
Valentine’s Day is a day of showing your love 

for others. Saint Valentine was a most loving 


and kind man and this day is in commemoration 
of his goodness. 

The Unity Boosters are planning to have a Valentine 
-party. They will cut out their own valentines and make 
them. Then they will have a post office where the valentines 
will be distributed according to the choice of the Boosters. 
This will be great fun! Everyone will have a great time. 

Each Unity Booster has a savings bank in which he 

. saves his pennies. These pennies he turns over to the treds- 
urer once a month, and the proceeds pay for the parties 
which we have. 

Ernest is anxious to say something, so I guess that I 
had better stop talking. Next month I shall tell you all 
about the Valentine Party. Let’s hear what each of you 
did on St. Valentine’s Day. 


West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—This is the first morning in 1917 and | write 
now because when school begins everything will be hurly-burly and 
there won't be time for extras. I suppose Elizabeth is there now and 
has told you about us, and given you my messages. I think she is a 
rea) pretty girl, then too, the Spirit shines out through her face. I 
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asked mother if she noticed it, and. she said she did. Some day I hope 
it will shine out of me too. The Club had a good meeting Friday, 
and everyone said they had a splendid Christmas. Virginia and | 
hung up‘our stockings and they were cram full, with presents on the 
floor besides—the fattest Christmas we ever had in our lives! I had 
the fun of playing Santa Claus and taking around presents for dif- 
ferent people that most everybody but mother forgets about. I tell 
you it made me feel glad to see how surprised and pleased they 
were to think some one has remembered them on Christmas day. 
Martha Turner was born on George Washington's birthday and they 
named her “Martha,” and that is why she gave WEE Wispom Mag- 
azine to her for a year. We send you all the Boosters’ wishes for 
a Happy New Year. Good bye, 
I. H. S. Crus, Ernest P. Balizell, Sec. 
Saratoga Springs, New York. © 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl of ten years. I would . 
like to become a member of your Booster Club. I have a dog named 
Fritz and I clean his teeth. I wish all the Boosters a Happy New 
Year. Charlotte Mills. 


Dear Boosters—My brother has just started to take Wee Wis- 
pom. I took it when I was six, for two years, or more. But that is 
a long time ago, as I am thirteen now. But I still love to read it, and 
think the Booster Club must be wonderful. I should like two pins 
if I am not too old to belong. My grandma, Mrs. Davis, writes 
Truth articles, and we belong to the Higher Thought Club. I had a 
lovely Christmas and New Year. Trust you had the same. | in- 
close money for the pins. My little brother's name is Ralph. Sin- 
cerely, Elizabeth Cassell. 

Baltimore, Maryland. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I like you very much. You bring me good. 
I would like to become a member of the Booster Club and have one 
of the pins. Will you please tell me about the Wee Wisdom statues 
and how to get them. I don’t quite understand in the leaflets you sent 
me. Sincerely yours, Rosalind Leonard White. 


Salem, Oregon. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl eleven years young. I 
have taken you for almost three years, but have never written you be- 
' fore. I read Wee Wispom, every word of it. The Wees have so 
many good times. I am going to organize a club myself, with my two 
little cousins, Annabel and Jewel Jonsburg. 1 send fifteen cents for a 
Booster pin. I am staying with my grandma, and she says when we 
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have our Club we will save our pennies for a subscription to WEE 
Wispom and pits for all. I wish some one would suggest a name for 
our Club. Yours truly, . Opal Ridinger. 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a boy eleven years old and would 
like to join your club of Boosters. I enjoy WEE Wispom every month. 
We have no Booster Club yet, but hope to have one soon. I am send- 
ing for a pin. Yours respectfully, Francis Feist. 
Clarence, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I have not written you for a long time, but 
that is not because I have not kept in thought and enjoyed the other 
Booster’s letters. Mamma and | 
put in many happy hours reading 
to each other. My brothers are 
all so grown up. In summer papa 
always likes to have us along when 
he goes anywhere in the auto. 
Mr. and Mrs. F. had four little 
baby squirrels and we had lots of 
fun watching them this last sum- 
mer. Fido is getting used to them 
now. My cousin, Clarence Peters, 
stayed three days with us last week 
and we had a good time sleigh rid- 
ing. We were both on the pro- 
gram Christmas. There was a 
beautiful Christmas tree, which we 
all enjoyed very much. My grand- 
Clarence Peters, Harold Ruther ™* has been with us three months, 
and Fido which I think is dandy. I renew 
.my subscription and send a picture of Fido, Clarence and myself. 
With love and best wishes for the New Year, Harold Ruther. 
East Providence, R. I. 
Dear Wees—I lent some of my WEE Wispom Magazines to one 
of my friends and she likes them very much. I have a darling little 
white kitten named “Snowball,” and the other night when I was in bed, 
she came upstairs and curled up at the foot of the bed and went to 
sleep. I love to go to school and we have history now instead of 
geography; and I am just delighted over both. It snowed yesterday, 
and at noon the thermometer was twelve above zero. I got a pair of 
nice warm gloves for Christmas, and a lot of other things too. My 
little cousin is visiting me and so I have someone to play with; we 
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are going to play “School,” when I finish this letter. I think Robert 
and Josephine’s prayer is lovely and | know that it is helpful. A 
few days ago when I was dressing, the kitten played with my shoe- 
strings, so that I had to make her go out of the room, and I| shut the 
door and when | opened it again she was playing with a piece 
of paper that I crumpled up for her. I have a black cloth cap that 
she likes to play with pretty well. Love to all the Boosters. 
Esther Lois Rich. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 
Dear Unity—I wish to become a member of the Booster Club. I 
am a subscriber to your WEE WisDoM and enjoy it very much. Kindly 
let me know how to become a member. Yours truly, 
Margaret Niemeyer. 
You will find the necessary requirements for joining the 
Booster Club given at the head of that department in every 
number of WEE Wispom, Margaret. 7 
West Lafayette, Ind. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I want to write you and tell you how 
much I enjoy your visits. I wish to belong to the Booster Club. I 
have a pin. I am a ten-year-old, and have a little sister Jessie, who 
is seven. She wants to be a member too, and wear one of your pins. 
I have a cat named Tiger, because he has stripes all over him. My 
sister and I go to school and take music lessons. We wish you a 
Happy New Year. : Ruth Edgerton. 
Lashburn, Sask., Canada. 
Dear Royal—Here is some more good news for the New Year. 
We are just commencing to get busy. Yesterday we had our first 
Booster Club meeting. There were six girls and five boys present, 
making eleven in all, but next week we expect to have about sixteen. 
We have not yet elected officers as some were unable to attend at 
the hour chosen, but we hope to install them next week. The two 
little “Wee Wisdoms,”’ Lizzie Whitely and Eddie Bowren, are the 
ones we have to thank for the starting of the club. They are very 
much interested and very active in this work. Next month's report 
will be written by the Club secretary. I send my very best wishes to 
all the Wees and hope this year will be one of the happiest the 
Boosters have known, a year which will bring us closer to the Christ 
Child within. I would ask you all to remember the Lashburn Booster 
Club when you go into the Silence to talk to the “Know” within. 
Yours for boostery and Truth, V. W. Potten. 
Vancouver, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am a little girl eleven years old and 
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have been taking the WeE Wispom for three years and have enjoyed 
it very much. We have a little bull dog named Joe, and a little cat 
named Greats. They play nicely together. I hope to be a Booster 
some day and help all the people that I can. Sincerely yours, 

Mary Heriei. 
Mary must have taught her cat and dog the secret of 
the Boosters. 


Evanston, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Our teacher wrote you last month about the 
formation of our Booster Club, and gave you all our names. We re- 
ceived our pins and like them very much. We are trying to be real 
Boosters. We meet once every month. At our next meeting we are 
all to tell of the good deeds we are trying to do and how we are 
learning to stop getting angry and saying mean things about other 
people, or in other words we are trying to live up to our motto. 
Biuesirp Booster Janet Zumworde, Sec. 
P. S.—Would you like us to send in a report every month? 


Yes, tell us of the good deeds you are able to report 
at your club. 


Wee Robert’s letter got side-tracked somewhere, for 
it has just gotten into the WEE Wisbom Editorial Rooms. 
It was intended for a Christmas letter evidently, and shows 
that Wee Robert has the real Booster spirit. 

Detroit, Mich. 
Dear WEE Wispom—I hope this letter will find you all well and 
happy and getting ready for dear Santa. I'm having lots of fun 
getting ready for Christmas. The dear Lord has provided lots of 
wood for us. I already have my shed full. I try to help mother all 
I can by taking out the ashes and bringing in coal. Don't you think 
that that’s trying to help some? My teacher is lovely and she treats 
me nice. I give her WEE Wispom and she likes it, too. Would 
you like to hear the story of the Fairy Shadow? That's all for this 

time. Yours lovingly, Wee Robert. 


Oceanside, California. 

Dear Wee Wispom—We had a beautiful time Christmas Eve. 
Our Club had a Christmas tree at the home of the secretary. We in- 
vited some of our friends and neighbors, making seventeen in all. 
The seven children furnished the program, each giving a recitation. 
Everybody sang the Christmas songs and we gave some of our regular 
club program, referring to the aim and giving explanations of its object, 
motto, colors and pin. There was a bag of candy for everybody and 
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each child received a nice gift. Richard Merrill, the oldest child, 
dressed as Santa Claus, distributed the candy and gifts. We played 
games and expressed Spirit as Joy, until a late hour. We are sending 
in our membership application blanks in the Good Words Club 
under separate cover. Good bye until next month. 


G. W. Crus, Maude M. Sec., 


Washington, D. C. 
Dear Little Boosters—I have a fine report to make for this 
month's Wee Wispom. All of us Boosters did some boosting this 
Christmas. We made three 
families happy. We all met 
at the Home of Truth, Mrs. 
Eva B. Williams, 220 Twen- 
tieth St., N. W. Washington, 
D. C., and the gifts and 
goodies for these _ families 
were stacked high. There 
were great big cloth hampers 
full of good things to eat, and 
toys for the kiddies, too. Oh, 
we had such a good time giv- 
ing this year, and making 
others happy. I am a little 
Mildred E. Ford and Brother girl nine year old. I have 
five brothers, all interested in this wonderful movement. My papa is 
becoming a Booster too, I think. I want you to pray for him that he — 
will see good in everything. I send my brother's and my picture. 

From a little Booster. _ Mildred E, Ford. 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 6, FEBRUARY 1+ 
JESUS AND THE WOMAN OF SAMARIA.—John 4:5-. 
14; 24-26. 


Goitpen Text—Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners. 
—I Tim. 1:15. 


Years ago, in the Bible times, folk did not have water piped right 
into their houses, as we do now. They had to take their buckets or 
pitchers and go to the well. 

Now in Samaria, just outside the city of Sycher,s was Jacob's well. 
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«Once when Jesus was going through Samaria to Galilee, he 

stopped by Jacob’s well to rest. As he was sitting there a woman of 
Samaria came to draw water. When the woman approached, Jesus 
asked her for a drink. The Jews and Samaritans were not friendly, 
so the woman was much astonished at Jesus’ request. Then Jesus 
told her if she had known who he was and had asked him for water, 
he would have given her Living Water. 
: Now, the woman of Samaria had always looked at things with 
her outer eyes. She had believed that the things in the sense world 
were the real things of life. Many people today are like the woman 
of Samaria in that respect. Jesus told her that the people who drank 
of the water from Jacob’s well, always thirst again, but those who 
drank from the Living Water should never thirst again. There was 
one spendid thing about this Samaritan woman, she did not know the 
truth about life, but she was willing to listen, and ready to believe. 

There is a spiritual eye in every one of us, but many of us do no 
know about it. We have never developed it. You know our faculties 
develop by use. If we never used our outer eyes, or our hands, or 
even our brains, they would not develop. So when we don’t use the 
spiritual eye in the center of our brains, it does not develop. The 
only way one can see spiritual things is through the eye of faith 
within us. When we have opened this eye the things of Spirit will be 
clear and plain. We will realize their truth and their connection with 
the outer things. We will be able to see distinctly because this eye of 
faith is like a light illuminating our whole being. Outer shadows will 
never be able to frighten us for we will always have the guidance of 
the light within. 

This Living Water which Jesus gave to the woman of Samaria 
was a knowledge or realization of the Christ Spirit within her own 
soul. The well of water springing up within her is the everlasting life 
force which is within all of us. In prder to use this force we must 
first realize that it is there. The first thing to do is to open the eye of 
faith, to believe. Things of the Spirit cannot be seen with the outer 
eyes. The reason the woman of Samaria was able to see so quickly 
was because she was willing to open the eye of faith within her. If 
we use the spiritual eye and develop it, we will discern the well of 
Living Water springing up within us—the well of everlasting life. 


Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 18 
JESUS HEALS THE NOBLEMAN'S SON.—John 4:43-54. 


GotpEN TExT—Thou hast believed, so be it done unto thee— 
Matthew 8:13. 


os WEE WISDOM 

When Jesus said, “Go thy way, thy son liveth,” the nobleman 
believed and went his way. He just took Jesus’ word for it and 
started home. When he was nearing home his servants met him and 
told him that his son lived. He inquired of them when his son began 
‘to get better and discovered that it was the same hour that Jesus had 
said unto him, “Thy son liveth.” After that the nobleman and his 
whole household believed in Christ. 

Very often people are led to the Truth through trouble and lack. 
lf the nobleman’s son had not been sick the father might never have 
gone to Jesus. It is when things go wrong in the outer world that we 
turn to the inner. Sooner or later things are bound to go wrong in the 
outer world unless we have become acquainted with the Christ within. . 
When we have learned about the true world, the center of which is 
within each of us, we can make the outer world just what we would 
like it to be. 

When the nobleman went to Jesus he was going to the surest and 
best help. When we feel any lack we should go immediately to the 
Christ: within, the source of all good. The only thing necessary that 
our lack may be supplied is faith. The nobleman believed that his 
son was healed although he was far away from him. If we say, “God 
is my help” and then frantically grab for outside help, we are not 
really believing, we are just saying words. But if we get still and 
forget the outside and say over earnestly, “God is my help,” we will 
soon feel all peaceful inside and our affairs will smooth themselves 
out. We must be willing to take the help of God before we can 
benefit much by it. Then when we have declared that God is our help 
we must believe what we say, and like the nobleman, our prayers 
will be answered. 


- Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 25 
JESUS AT THE POOL. OF BETHESDA.—John 5:1-15. 

Text—Ili was Jesus which had made him whole.— 
John 5:15. 

The question which Jesus asked of the sick man at the pool of 
Bethesda, was, “Wilt thou be made whole?” If we would be strong 
and well and happy we must first be willing to listen to the Christ 
within. Next we must obey the voice when we hear it. Jesus said, 
“Arise, take up thy bed and walk.” What if the man had delayed 
and said, “It is unlawful to carry my bed on the Sabbath” or “I can’t 
do that, I haven't walked for thirty-eight years”? It is very probable 
if he had done this, he would not have been made whole. Nobody 
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ever did anything by saying, “I can’t.” We can every one of us be 
happy and healthy and wise if we will. We can learn all of our les- 
sons easily if we will call on the intelligence of God to express help 
within us. We should remember there is but one source of help. We 
may wait many years if we are reaching for outside help—just as the 
sick man waited at the pool of Bethesda. We will get help quickly 
if we turn to the true Source of all good. “It was Jesus which had 
made him whole.” It is the Christ within which will make us all 
whole. All we need is to be willing and ready to obey. 


Lesson 9, MaRcH 4 
JESUS FEEDS THE FIVE THOUSAND.—John 6:1-14. 
GoLtpeEN TExT—Give.us this day our daily bread.—Matt. 6:11. 


The story in today’s lesson has always been called one of the 
miracles which Jesus performed. You have perhaps heard before, 
how Jesus fed the Multitude with just five loaves and two fishes. It 
does seem quite a problem on the face of it. Do you suppose we 
could do it? How would you go about it? There is a very wonder- 
ful thing connected with this story. It is the fact that it has taken 
the multitude so long to discover how Jesus did it. I heard a sermon 
the other day in which the minister said, “When we think how hard 
most of us have to toil it is really better if we do not live long.” That 
minister was one of the multitude who has not yet discovered how 
Jesus multiplied the loaves and fishes. The reason folks have to 
work so hard with their hands and brains is because they have not 
worked enough with their spiritual minds. Many folks are spiritually 
lazy. They acknowledge that “God in the midst of them is mighty” 
but they don’t get still every day, and discover how to express this 
God in them. When Jesus multiplied the loaves and fishes he was 
working by a law which is as true now as it was then. He simply 
knew that there was but one Source of supply and he went directly 
to that Source. He didn’t have to toil nor sweat. He simply knew 
that every need was now supplied from the great spiritual Source of 
all supply. Immediately the multitudes were fed. If Jesus had 
enough faith to depend on that Source to feed five thousand we should 
be able to trust the same Source to supply our needs. Jesus told us 
how to do it. He said, “Pray without ceasing,” and “Pray, believing 
ye have received.” If we do that, we too can perform miracles. It 
is knowing the law and using it in our lives every minute. It is really 
not a miracle, but the normal way of living. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


CURTIS EXPLAINS 


Here I come peeping into the 
corner again, but this time mother, 
Blanche, has stepped out. 

We heard that some of our friends 
in England want to know just who I am 
so mother said she’d leave me to explain 
it, myself. I don’t know just where to 
start, because I’m so many things, you 
see. First, I am Curtis, and my mother 
sits in this corner every month (except 
now) and talks to you. Mostly I’m tucked in with-her. 
We're together a great deal, my mother and I; we're sort 
of pals, you know. Next, I’m a “‘brown eyed dream” 
come true. You ask my mother or my daddy or my grandpa 
to explain about that. I don’t just know what it means 
myself, but they all say it is true. My mother, Blanche, 
says she has dreamed me for years—ever since the long 
ago when she was a little red headed girl with freckles and 
pigtails. She says she’s known me for years, but she must 
be fun’in. I’m only five, you know. 


Then last, I’m just plain boy. I play a lot and talk 
most of the time when I’m awake. I can make an awful lot 
of noise by myself and then I’ve got two horns to help me. 


I like just everybody. Folks are nice, aren’t they? 
This is Valentine month so I'll just send an “I Love You,” 
to every one of you. Next month you folks in England will 
know me, won’t you? You'll know I’m laughing ” cause I’m 
so glad to see you all. _You see I know how nice you Wis- 
doms in England are cause daddy’s mamma lived there 
once and I just wish you knew how fine she is. 


I guess I’ve just about filled this corner chuck full this 
time. Mother said I could say what I liked, and I like to 


say a whole lot. I'll talk again some time when mother let’s 
me. 
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FEBRUARY, 1917 
MY VALENTINE 


Do you want a valentine? 
You can share this one of mine. 
It is full of love and truth, 
Full of health and full of youth; 


Like a ring that has no end 

Is my Valentine, my friend; 

Round and round and round and round 
Its unfailing love is found; 


Always just the same to you, 

Beautiful and strong and true; 

Giving, giving, giving, giving 

Life and breath to ail things living. 

Oh! you guess my Valentine, 

You accept this gift divine, 

You confess through smile and nod— 

*Tis the Omnipresent God. i 


Dear Reaver: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 

page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 

store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 

traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and ‘Truth. 
WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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